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about the Berkshire Beasts and thus giving myself
the opportunity of learning something worth knowing
in the natural history of dreamland, like a fool, and
a cowardly fool, I allowed a bad social habit to over-
master me, and replied, equally casually, "Ah, yes.
The  Berkshire  Beasts."   I  might have  been their
keeper for years; I might have spent half my lifetime
tracking them down and  capturing them in their
native  haunts   (and what haunts  they  must have
had!); I might have been the crazy oculist who had
fitted them with their spectacles; so casually did I
reply.  But meanwhile, I had come to the conclusion
that it was high time we turned back.   One or two
of them were moving in a leisurely but awe-inspiring
fashion in our direction, and we were still walking
towards them, as if they had been mere cattle or
sheep and not monstrosities twenty feet high. True,
their   spectacles    suggested   that   they   were   not
ordinary monsters, that they knew something of the
decencies and courtesies of life, and even hinted, as
glasses always do, at a bookish pacifism, a ferocity
strictly confined to polemics and debate.   Why we
should   generally   associate   short  sight with   good
nature is rather a mystery, but we do, and there is
always something peculiarly revolting and unnatural
about a spectacled murderer, just as there would be
about a baby who was caught trying to poison its nurse.
One monster detached itself from the others, per-
haps it was the leader as it was certainly one of
the largest, and moved gigantically to meet us and